INDIA
with an ice axe, and towards the middle of the march we
struggled painfully across the Batura glacier. This is a huge
affluent, on the right bank, of the Hunza river. It is black,
covered with rocks and stones and its bed is filled with what
looked like frozen waves. Our poor animals stumbled, tore
their feet, and often slipped, before finally getting safely on
to solid ground at the other side.
That evening I saw, away to the west in the Hindu Kush,
some soaring peaks of ice that stirred me to enthusiasm.
They were so high (over 25,000 feet) that they looked at us
over all the black buttresses that stood up in between. I shall
always remember the twilight in the village of Hasani with
a little girl beside me driving a quadriga of calves round and
round on a threshing floor, their feet winnowing the com.*
The wise-looking child went round, with a stick in one hand
and a brass plate in the other to catch the dung before it
could soil the corn stalks.
The next day we slept at Sarat, and the day after that
we reached Baltit in time for the official arrival of the dis-
tinguished personages who were expected: the Mir of Hunza,
returning home; the Political Agent, and the English
Resident in Kashmir.
The landscape had completely changed. The mountains
were as high as ever, but the valley had opened out into an
immense circus, with, for decorations, cultivated fields in
terraces, and for background the magnificent mass of
Rakaposhi on the opposite bank of the river.
Himalayan Capital.
Baltit, 8,000 feet above sea-level, is hidden in verdure,
with, alone on a hill above it, the white fortress of the Mirs
of Hunza, itself dominated, weighed down, by soaring
* In Turkestan the animals drag a heavy "beam which has a surface
bristling with roughnesses.
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